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THE AMATEUR SPORTSMAN. 907 

was thoroughly described; for the tar
pon, it is only necessary to say that prac
tically the same tackle is needed. In 
New York there are several dealers who 
make a specialty of both tuna and tarpon 
gear. All of them keep informed on the 
ti1:1hing, and can give the names of trust
worthy boatmen, the routes to take, and 
other neeessary details. The outfit con
i.ists of at lellst two rods, a specially con
i;tructed reel, a line to fill it, hooks, and 
a gaff, all of which may be bought for 
about sixty dollars. Starting from New 
York, it should cost a fairly economical 
man about ten dollars a day from the 
time he leaves home until he returns. 
This estimate is based upon the average 
of six expense accounts for last season's 
fishing; hut no doubt it may be done for 
less, if necessary. 

SALMON FISHING IN CANADA. 

Salmon fishing is generally considered 
an expem1ive sport, but under certain 
conditions it need not be so. 'l'o be sure, 
the best fishing requires the ownership 
of a :1hare in one of the big Quebec or 
Xew Brunswick clubs. On the other 
hand, a man satisfied with a reasonable 
number of fish, running from the grilse 
to a sixteen or eighteen pounder, can 
get all the fishing he desires in Nova 
Scotia or Xewfoundland, at moderate 
expense. There are still a few open 
streams in thei:e provinces, and the rec
ord of one river on the east coast of 
"Newfoundland last year was a hundred 
and six fish to one rod in five weeks, cer
tainly all that a man could ask. ' 

Official information <•oncerning this 
fishing may be obtained by writing to 
the Fish ('ommission, St. John's, New
foundland, and to the Fish and Game 
Commission, St . • John, New Brunswick. 
Certain :1tre1tms require a camp outfit; 
on others it is poi:sible to obtain board 
at farmhouse:,;; and in writing for in
formation it f;hould be Ret forth which is 
desired. In Xewfoundland, board may 
he obtained at a dollar a dav and even 
le:,11:1; a canoe and a man to paddle and 
gaff co1:1b1 a dollar, or perhaps a dollar 
itnd a half, more. For fifty or sixty dol
lars, one ma.v obtain a fairly good ·outfit 
-rod, rep]. lim•s. leaderR, gaff, and flies 
-whi<"h, if cnr<'fullv handled, will last 
for 1:1Pvnnl yearii. :;;o it wilt be seen that 

if one goes at it cautiously, it is possible 
to get a season's salmon fishing at per
haps half the cost of one share in a New 
Brunswick club. There is some salmon 
fishing in the Penobscot pool at Bangor, 
Maine, but it is mighty uncertain sport. 

Near New York, there is little really 
good fishing for trout. Every brook that 
was famous twenty years ago is now over 
fished. By constant restocking, many of 
them are still kept in trout, but for a 
man that has tried Canada, Maine, or 
even the Adirondacks, the sport hardly 
pays. The best of the near by fishing is 
in Sullivan, Ulster, and Greene Counties, 
New York, and Pike County, Pennsyl
vania. The Willowemoc, the Beavcrkill, 
and the Neversink, of all the streams 
within a few hours' ride of New York, 
are probably the best. In the Adiron
dacks, fairly good waters lie all along 
the railroads. 

CAMPING AND BIG GAME HUNTING. 

To turn to camping out and to big 
game shooting, it may as well be accept
ed at once that it is impossible to find 
good sport within a few hours' ride of 
any of our 1arge cities. Everywhere 
sport grows better proportionately to 
the distance from town. 

Camping is n~t a serious matter unless 
one has made a botch of it altogether. 
The outfit is simple-the simpler the 
better. A good tent, capable of holding 
two persons, will cost approximately 
tweh·e dollars, and the blankets and 
cooking outfit you may have at home. 
If you haven't, they cost little, consider
ing the fact that they may be used year 
after year. All the big sporting goods 
stores have these outfits packed into 
kits of small compa~s, and the beginner 
who doe:m't wii-:h to rough it too hard can 
scarcely do better than buy one. If he 
buys plates, cups, and cooking utensils 
of a strong and durable kind, he rannot 
go far astray. The best blankets are 
those made for the army; they sell for 
five dollars a pair, and in mild weather 
are better than the sleeping hag that 
costs more than three timeR aR much. 

It is assumed here that the camper 
wishes good shooting and tiRhing with 
his outing. For the :N"ew Yorker, the 
nearest placeR where there is any chance 
of finding such t:port are in the Adiron-
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dacks or in Pennsylvania-Pike County, 
for instance. 'l'he best deer shooting in 
New York State is along the line of the 
Adirondack Railroad. In the big woods, 
a guide, costing three dollars a day, is an 
absolute necessity to the beginner. Long 
Lake (west) is a central point, but there 
are innumerable lakes and small ponds 
where the camping sites are ideal, the 
:fishing and shooting undeniably good, 
and the air tonic unimpeachable. In 
addition, there are many places where 
log camps are kept open by guides dur
ing the fishing and hunting season, and 
at such resorts one may live indoors, or 
hire outfits and plunge deeper into the 
forests. 

It might be said here that in all the 
big hunting regions are stores that make 
a specialty of outfitting parties. In 
western Quebec-reached from Mattawa, 
Ontario--not only guides and canoes, 
but tents, cooking outfits, and food sup
plies, can be had at moderate prices. In 
fact, it is much cheaper to buy at the 
Hudson Bay Company's Mattawa store 
than to pay express charges and duties 
on provisions purchased in the United 
States. All arrangements to hunt in 
that country can be arranged by mail. 
A letter to a Hudson Bay Company 
agency will bring any desired informa
tion. All the sportsman is required to 
take is a gun, blankets, and clothes, and 
for the beginner there is no simpler 
method than to put himself in the com
pany's hands. Guides charge two dol
lars a day, and a three weeks' trip, in
cluding railroad fares, should cost not 
more than a hundred and fifty dollars. 

Western Quebec, New Brunswick, and 
Xewfoundland are todav the mof:t ac
resi::ible of the good hunting regions in 
the east. :Mattawa, Ontario, and J<'red
ericton, Xew Brunswick, the main out
fitting points for the fir~t two provinces, 
are earh about twentv four hours from 
Xew York; to reach· St. John's, Xcw
foundland, requires more timP. The 
Kippewa in Quebec, and the Tohique in 
Xew Brunswick, provide the best moose 
hunting; Newfoundland is unequaled 
for its raribou !'hooting. 

A personal outfit for these countries 
consists of a rifle. a knife, a compass; 
stout, i:ervicc>a hie hoots; and two com
plete chan1?e8 of clothing. Wear woolen, 

and woolen only. In the wet :Xewfoun•i
land shooting, rubber boots are de~ir
ahle, hut in thickly wooded country they 
are an abomination. 

In the choice of a rifle, there is a -wiile 
scope; but the beginner cannot go far 
out of the way if he buys one of the 
small caliber guns. The " thirties" art 
the best; the 30-30 is a good arm for 
deer shooting; and the 30-40 for moo;e 
and caribou-as a matter of fact, it wJ 
kill anything alive. For the benefit of 
the beginner, it may be explained that 
the first number denotes the rifle's bore. 
or caliber, in hundredths of an inch, arnl 
the second its nominal powder charge. in 
grains. The 30-40 shoots the rni!t'•i 
States government ammunition, and i; 
perhaps the best all round gun ma1h., 
with the additional merit of low cMt
about seventeen dollars. 

MAKE SURE OF YOUR GUIDES. 

In arranging for a trip into the wood<, 
the novice should first of all satisfy him
self, as far as possible, of the trustw•>r· 
thiness of his guides. He should a~~·r· 
tain the character of the countn. an1l 
should know whether it is "canoeable .. 
or not; where provisions, canoes, am! 
teams may he obtained; and what are th,, 
prospects of finding game. The b,·~t 
guides in New Brunswick, Newfound
land, ~faine, and the Adirondarks &rt' 

usually engaged in the spring for thf 
following fall shooting. so it is well to 
write earlv. At Fredericton. for in· 

. stance, they outfit for nearly all tht• 
woods countrv in X ew Brunswick: an1l 
if the novice ~rites to half a dozen dif
ferent guides for information, he shoultl 
have at least three places, or ~erhnp• 
more, from which to select. 

But whatever the countrv, let him en
deavor to make sure of his· guides. !A•t 
him know that he is not hiring some 
emancipated farm hand who has had no 
previous experience. Then, when he h:1~ 
engaged his guides, let him keep in tmwh 
with them until they have joined him 
in the woods. The guide is a. creatur1• 
bv himself, and if he hears nothing from 
his prospective employer between timl'~. 
he may think that something is wrong. 
and engage with another. 

On arriving at the point where setth•· 
mmt11 end and the woods begin. let the 
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collection of hymns can be divided as 
follows: 
. Ten only-that is, about two per cent 

-adore and worship God the Father, 
the One, Only, and True God. Four 
sing praises of the " Ever Blessed Trin
ity." Two hundred and seventy seven, 
or sixty five per cent, are addressed to 
Jesus as the Supreme Being in prefer
ence to God the Father. Sixty two 
make free and distinctive mention of the 
"saving power of the blood of Jesus." 
Ji'ifteen eloquently describe the second 
coming of Christ. Forty three are de
tailed descriptions of heaven as a mate
rial place, and twenty three are anxious 
longings to quit this world for heaven. 
Five teach that life here is an unmiti
gated misfortune, six cast contempt 
upon the world, ten throw dirt in man's 
face, and only five--out of four hundred 
and twenty six hymns, only five-have a 
word ·of confidence in man, and teach · 
him to be good and true by virtue. of his 
own power. 

SAMPLF.s OF HYMNAL DOGGEREL. 

Let us look at them still more closely. 
Montgomery shrewdly remarks-and 
his remarks condemn many of his own 
productions, though, doubtless, that was 
not his intention-" Hymns, looking at 
the multitude and mass of them, ap
pear to have been written by all kinda 
of persons, except poets." And this is 
Pspecially true of the gospel hymns. 
The mass of them are the basest dogger
el you can imagine, and mean as little as 
a lot of words thrown together can well 
mean. 'fhey lack almost every quality 
that m~kes good verse, secular or relig
ious, and they are as empty of feeling 
as of sense. No. 38 is a typical speci
men, though by no means the worst. 
Here is the second stanza: 

Come home, come home, 
For we watch and we wait, 
And we stand at the gate 

While the shadows are piled. 

Nor is this from No. 263 any bC'tter: 

Would you have your cares grow light? 
Fix your eyes upon Jesus. 

Would you songs have in the night? 
Fix your eyes upon Jesus. 

Nor do more rcC'ent editions and 
hymns show any impro\'<'ment, as this, 

taken from "Gospel Hymns No. 5,"' 
will show: 

Rejoice m the Lord, oh, let Bia merey claeer, 
He sunders the banda t.hat enthrall, 

Redeemed by Hill blood why should we ever fear, 
Since Jesus is our all in all 7 

We are told that the " mysteries of re
ligion " are hidden from the wise and 
revealed to the simple; perhaps that i~ 
the case with the merits of these hymns. 
But, in this hard headed, every day 
world, we are in the habit of taking 
things at their face value; and, on the 
whole, it is a safe way. 

It doesn't mend matters to plead that 
the writers of this doggerel meant. well, 
and were inspired by a noble purpose. 
Judging by their work, they succeeded 
in keeping all meaning and inspiration 
out of their hymns. Nor can it be urged 
that there was any need for a greater 
number of hymns to express the special 
religious dogmas of evangelical Chris
tianity. For there is an adequate store 
of very fine and strong hymns orthodox: 
"enough to suit the most rigidly right· 
cous. How can people deliberately for
sake such rigorous and inspiring hymns 
as: 

Thou hidden love of God, whoee height, 
Whose depth unfathomed. no man knows, 

I see from far thy beauteous light, 
Inly I sigh for thy repose. 

My heart is pained, nor can it be 
At rest, till it ftnd rest in Thee-

fo r the cheap, meaningless trash of the 
average gospel hymn? I think all agrc~ 
that when we worship God we should 
worship Him with the best at our com· 
mand. We should be .1;11ovcd by the 
purest intent, and our words should be 
the sweetest and noblest mortal tongues 
can lisp. There are, as \\·e all know, 
many hymns that express the otthodox 
ideas in a noble and worthy way. To 
neglect these for the wishy washy veri>l':' 
characteristic of this collection is to vul
garize religious worship and rob it of its 
sweet Bpiritual uplift. 

Not only arc the finest hymns of the 
orthodox faith put aside for much in
ferior ones, hut it is not unusual to find 
them mutilated and murdered-for to 
rob a hymn of its life is to murder it. .\ 
good <>xample of this is found in Xo. 
236. The original is one of Dr. Watt_..• 
most celebrated hymns. In its truf' form 







THE COUNTESS. 
IT IS A POOR JOK2 THAl' WON'T WORK uo·ru WAYS. 

BY JULIET WILBOR TO.If PK/NS. 

FHEDERICK IIAl\HlfrON SEDG
WWK saunterE.'d past the arch 

Hnd set a patent leather foot firmly on 
the lower extremity of Fifth Avenue. 
That the other extremity of the avE.'nue 
did not immediately fly ·up in the air is 
due to a t·ertain lack of imaginative pcr
eeption in stone and asphalt. Not that 
it WllS any vulgar rnHtter of bulk on the 
part of Fre<lt>rick Hamilton. On the 
contrary, he filled his frock coat with 
just the proper ronndnt>ss, tapering per
ceptibly at the waist, some said by mean~ 
of-but that was mere conjecture, for 
certainly no one had ever felt him to 
see. But there was an air of solid im
portance about him that might well have 
upset the balance of power even of a 
Fifth Avenue. If you had tried to ex
press this to him, he would not have 
listened, because he was always too busy 
arranging his next remark for that, but 
when you paused he would have said: 

"Oh, really, now! You're joking. 
That reminds me of one time when I was 
visiting Lady Olcott at her place in 
Scotland, and she---'' And then you 
would have been sorry you had spoken. 

There was a great.er stateliness than 
usual about Frederick Hamilton's up 
town progress today, for he was being 
excessively <lcE'p, and he found it anx
ious work. "Do come-I want you to 
meet the Countess Hiboli," Mii::s Court
ney had said; and that irritating little 
glimmer in her eyes had been more pro
nounced than usual. Now, Frederick 
had never forgotten a certain joke that 
had been played on him at Newport one 
year (in spite of his inf!cssant "Down 
at Newport last summer," he really did 
go there); as a result of which, he had 
devoted the better part of a week, and 
several months' income, to the enter
taining of Mrs. Bertie Cole of Chicago, 
under the impression that she was Lady 
Alicia Fairbanks, own sister to a duke. 

The experience had cut very deep. Even 
the servants had been in the joke, and 
he winced sharply as he remembered the 
unexplained laughter that had made 
that period seem so gay at the tiint'. Ile 
was not the sort o( man that should he 
laughed at. 'l'he imperviousness of his 
dignity was a valuable element of his 
presence. 

'l'hat was two years ago, but he had 
learned his lesson-the obvious one of 
caution, at least. This Countess Riboli 
-h'm-Mariana Courtney need not 
think she could make a fool of him so 
easily now. She was always teasing
she really was moi>t unkind about it, and 
deserved to have her plans fail onC'e in a 
while. A lovely woman, a dear girl, in 
fact, but-- He sighed as he mounted 
the steps and rang the bell. 

In the aged and stately ugliness of the 
Courtney drawingTooms he found a 
score of young women and men, llll 

known to him but a delicate little black 
eyed creature, apparently weighed down 
in her chair by her massive velvet gown. 
He fancied that there was a faint hush 
as he was presented. Certainly Mari
ana's eyes were wickedE.'r than usual! 
He bowed and smiled blandlv. 

"Ah, yes, the Countess ·Riboli--Ois
tantly connected, I belien>, with I...ady 
Alicia Fairbanks?" he said courageous
ly. There was a murmur of laughter, 
and he distinctly overheard," He won't 
be caught," in· Miss Courtney's voice; 
That settled the matter for him. His 
ch<:>st expanded with his eonfidE.'nce, and 
he sat down beside the countess, ddrr
mined to play the game out to hi11 own 
lasting glory. 

"I think not," the little countess had 
said, handling her words with a pretty 
hrsitation. " I haf no English rela-
tives." · 

"Well, I don't really think Lady 
Alicia had, either!'' he ailmittrd. look-
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teur rushed from his resting place, 
capped his lens, inserted his slide, and 
listened, horror struck, to the surveyor's 
confused statements. He noted the up
raised, blood stained, dripping knife, the 
man's look of supposed fury, and sur
mised a tragic story. 

To his surprise, the surveyor willingly 
accompanied him to the police station 
of the town. After an examination, both 
men were placed under arrest and heavy 
bail. 1'he amateur's plate was devel
oped by the official photographer, and 
the resulting print showed what ap
peared to be a faithful picture of the 
vengeful surveyor in the act of stabbing 
the defenseless woman. 

A sensational trial followed, at which 
it was conclusively proved that the 
woman had been dead several hours be
fore the advent of either amateur or 
surveyor on the scene; and this, together 
with the alibis established, was suffi
cient, fortunately, to demonstrate the 
innocence of the inculpated prisoners. 

PBOTOGRAPWC PROOF OF INNOCENCE. 

Another instance in which the inno
cence of an accused person was estab
lished by photography was no less re
Dlarkable. The prisoner was accused of 
dealing a death blow to a person known 
to be his enemy, during the pusing of 
a procession. Most of the spectators 
were intent on the pageant in front of 
them, but two persons who had been 
seated at the first story window of a 
building on the route testified that the 
prisoner, who carried a cane, had dealt 
the blow. The wife of the dead victim 
swore vengeance on the murderer, who 
asserted his entire innocence and ig
norance of the crime, though he ad
mitted that he had been near the place 
when it was committed. 

At the trial there were produced a 
photograph and a negative, made by the 
ubiquitous amateur at ·the moment of 
the assault. Both of them distinctly 
showed an uplifted stick close to the vic
tim's head, but the prisoner was not the 
man who held it. 'l'his photograph 
greatly aided subsequent investigation, 
and, in fact, practically convicted the 
real assailant, the most material evi
dence having to do with the form of his 
ear and the earring in it, both of which 

5.111 

were plainly shown in an enlargement of 
the original picture. 

HOW THE CAMERA DETECTS FRAUD. 

Photography has become familiar in 
trials that have to do with disputed 
handwritings. The camera has decided 
many such cases. Photographers, hand
writing experts, and prosecutors know 
that photography will infallibly show 
any rewritten or erased part of written 
or engraved papers, such as checks, bank 
bills, notes, and contracts. They know, 
also, that the part that has been erased 
may be restored by means of a mag
nesium flashlight exposure of the back 
of the rewritten part, by which the orig
inal ink lines that have sunk into the 
paper can be reproduced, and the coun
terfeit part uncovered or detected. Pho
tography has long played an important 
role in the identification of criminals. 
The rogues' gallery is part of every mu
nicipal detective bureau, and it is re
garded as an enormous aid in preventing 
crime. A photograph of a criminal de
creases his chances of success in robbery. 
Incidentally, it is' interesting to know 
that at least two'New York banks and 
one large business house have, it is said 
on creditable authority, a device for 
photographing crimes and criminals. 
The apparatus is concealed about their 
safes, and an unauthorized attempt to 
open these will raise the shutter of the 
lens, ignite the flash light, and make a 
portrait of the intruder. 

'fhe ordinary methods of establishing 
and confirming identity by means of 
photographs arc by no means perfect. It 
remained for Dr. Alphonse Bertillon, of 
Paris, to perfect a system of accurate 
scientific mea1mremcnts, known as an
thropometry. He has proven that every 
human being has a distinct identity, and 
that nature never repeats herself. 'l'he 
system is so precise that during the first 
six years of its application but four er
rors were discovered. Most of the old 
world countries use the Bertillon sy8tem 
for identification. It is admirable when 
a prisoner is under arrest, but it is not 
always possible to make use of it. Hence 
it is supplemented hy a photograph, 
taken with a mirror pl.need on one side 
of the criminal, thereby producing a full 
face and a profile at one sitting. 'l'hifl 
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slowly, "whether he sported a scar House up at Salinas. An' two years ago, 
about here? " bein' a widder by reason of Hannibal 

She indicated the angle of the jaw monkeyin' with a kag of blastin' powder 
with her gloved finger. -which he would go into quartz minin' 

The clerk shook his· head. -I married this Mexican scoundrel that 
"Pardon me, mccs," put in the priest calls himself Warn Bathearscd." 

with a bow, "I am acquaint' with the The priest gave a little gasp, but re-
man. Ile has, as indicate', a scar." covered himself. 

" Thanks. That's what I was wantin' "If this is true, it is terrible," he 
to know. I spotted him from the hotel groaned. "What will you do? " 
winder in the plaza this mornin', an' "Jail him for bigamy, if there's any 
knew it was him. They told me he jest law in the State of Californey in such 
got married, an' I reckoned I'd make case made an' provided," she answered 
Rure." She turned to the clerk:" Now, promptly. "Now, young man, show me 
young man, you jest p'int out the sher- the sheriff's office, an' be quick about it. 
iff's office, an' I'll be movin'." I'll have a warrant out in two shakes." 

She shut the book with a slam, and, The priest stood irresolute for a min-
gathcring up her voluminous skirts, utc, and then, following the woman out, 
stood waitin~. The priest had a vague hurried quickly ·to the hotel in the plaza. 
foreboding of trouble. He half guessed He had no purpose; he would form one 
the truth. as events shaped themselves. His sole 

" Again your pardon," he murmured instinct was to protect Chiquita. She 
with another bow," but will you permit met him at the door; she had been 
that I inquire if anythin' ees wrong? crying. 
'l'he young lady he have marry ees one "Oh, padre, padre," and she sobbed 
of my charg-e, and I am, in a way, a wit- afresh," he is gone-he is gone." 
nct:s of that marriage." "Where?" the priest gasped. 

The woman looked at him in doubt "To Yuma. Something has hap-
for a moment, then opened her purse pened. He would not tell me what. 
ancl, producing a card, handed it to him. I am to await him here." 

"'!'hat's mc," she cxelaimed with an "You must return with me at once to 
explanatory gc~turc towards the square San Bernardino." · 
of paf<tehoard which he was adjusting his "I cannot! I will not! " 
spectnclcs to rcad. "That's me. Mr8. The priest i;tudicd her face in 11ilent 
Warn Ramirez that i~. :\lrs. Hannibal sorrow, and, with a sigh, laid his htmd 
Geddings that waf'. I run the Geddings upon her head and pa8sed out. 

(To be co11finurd.) 

THE PRAISE OF HOPE. 
BELIEVl!i me, traly 'twas not I 

Who sang that hope did ever 1eem 
Like saddest singing in a dream

BelieYe me, truly 'twas not I, 
Becaase for me the song of hope 

18 bright as harp t.onea of Apollo; 
I laear it up life's laureled slope : 

"Oh, follow, follow, follow ! " 

Believe me, truly 'twas not I 
Who Alig that hope did ever seem 
Like faded Bowers in a dream

Beileve me, truly 'twas not I, 
Becauae for me the Bower of hope 

Blooms on each hill and down each hollow, 
And lured by fragrance up life's slope 

I follow, follow, follow! 
c:arence Urmy. 
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966 THE JUNIOR MUNSEY. 

Tll E START!/\(; Of' AN EX

CURSION BOAT - A CHAR

ACTER l ST l C SU~UIER 
SCENE ON THE N~:W YOHK 
WATER FRONT. 

i-. lray loafers emerging from t he sa loons, 
whir h lack the cheerfu l gl itte r and 
brightness of similar r esor ts on the 
Bowery, for instance. 'fh e solita ry men 
have an air of skulking along the <lark, 
dirty stn'et; the groups have the man
ner of thoi-;e who intend to take up all 
the room there is. Occa. ionally a lonely 
cur appears and snarl s or trot furtiYely 
along at a furtive owner·s hcrls. If t he 
sandbag, tha t genth· mrarn1 of enforcing 

ilence and of compelling philan thropy, 
is, t ill in use, it mu;;t he in some of t he 
dim, evil ulock just off the hast Ri ve r 
in the lower and midcJle ection of the 
ci ty. 

l n th rsc unsavory r rgion . . too, ly ing 
close to the river. t here are gas houses. 
And the ''gas house girngs " are up
po, cd to he a terror to the law ab id ing 
ei t izcns- who a rc alwa\"' cred ited with 
lici ng ti mornus-of tl

0

H'i r YU ri ous re
gio ns. In tiic· ' ' Ras house gangs ··-1 he 
in formal SO<'i<·t it's of tough fl nd id le 
young men who loaf in the 1w-ilndorous 
and rath<·r 1ksl'r!t·d 1wighhorlwod- thc 
polic·c look for the c:o 111111iLtl·rs of petty 
dl' prcclations- thc hrc·nkPr::; of' windows, 
1 hr f: ]il fpri; of aw11ingf:, tli!' han1s~(' l'8 of 
i;i d<·,ral k nw rf'ha n ts. An1l tl 1t• 111on· Sl'r i-

ous criminals, too-the robber" of tiil::.. 
the incipi ent burglars, the brui,er and 
fighter -are ought in the membership 
of these ga ng, . 

However. the whole stretch of the 
East River shore is not gi,·en over to 
the sway of t he gang. There are. to
wanls the n orthern end of it grt't>ll 
slopes which neither warehou"e nor tl' Oe
mr nt ha yet preempt 1 cl. H ere are g-ar
<lens and picnic g rounds. Old fa,;;hioned 
wooden hou es, t: tanding haC'k among tlw 
t rers on t he slopes. ha,·e heen conn•r t1·1l 
by 'l'e>utonic thrift into restaurant~ 
".:here T eutonic dcli<'acie are to he ob
tained. In the ground · are swing~ and 
merry go round , where the young may 
indulge in the fearful motion: which 
seem to delight t l1 em. while there are 
also ('hai r and tabl es whr re the lcl e n
may eek in conver . at ion and food pll'<l:'
ure su ited to their age. 

ALONG THE HARLE.\f RIVER. 

]~y and by lhc East R i,·r r split. 
around a g reen promontory. There it 
i Jost. ] t <li sappt•ars to the right, if 
one is faC'ing north, into Long I. land 
:-lound. T o the left, .the Har!em Rivc·r 
liC'gins to \\'ind its narro\\', tor tunn. way. 
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If the ] Tar'l em, whic h curves north
we:;t from the East River until it fiml s 
itself in turn ubdivided into a coupl e 
of creeks, had been preserved for pleas
uring, it would have been charming. On 
one s i<le, the east ern, the banks ri se steep 
and wooded. On the other they vary
here are broa(l, sefl gy flats, there cli ffs 
with noir;;y " resorh; ., perched perilously 

ON TllF. RROOKLYN BRIDGE 
- A StJM&IER MORNING 
R<'EN~~ ON THE BRIDGE 
J'HOMENAOE. 

u pon them. Along its wc:;te rn bank 
there a r<' a few mi le of t he most perfect 
drive to be found wi t hin t he limits of 
N ew Y ork. The Speedway, as the 
grumbling pApcr n ever cea e to t e·ll , 
co ·t four millions of dollar s. It is an 
incomparabl e trctch fo r driving; there 
is a pcdel'trian path beside it where the 
humblest may watch the stepping of the 
coi;tl iest horsefl esh, t he glitter of var-
11 ish and nickel on the mo t ·gorgeons of 
trnps. H ere no bi<'ycle may entrr, 

11or may the plebeian hansom roll its ob
viously hired wheel · a long the drive. 

In spite of its exclusion , however, 
the Speedway is a i; iece of the water 
front of New Y ork in which t he city may 
justly glory. rrhe narrow, sinuous river 
fla shing its blue between the drive and 
the wooded heights opposite, the bridges 
spanning it here and there, the boats 

<la rting up it-a ll the ·e make a lovely 
picture, never lovel ier than when the 
leaves a re gold and rusi::et and t he au
t umn haze i making di tanccs blue. 

Along the H nrl cm .. which in pite 
of the dredging rnaci1 incs that d isfig
ured it, i · the be t r owing place any
where nea r :N ew Y ork, are numer
ous boat houses. E very Sa tur<lay and 
Sunday afternoon, from early spr ing 
until late in t he fall , the long, blade
like practice shell s are out, manned by 
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liy p!t·:uling that he tlitln't have enough 
Jllt'll to man 1 hem. 

The adual work of constructing the 
original monitor was begun on Octolwr 
-t. 1~()1. Ht•r fight with the )frrrimac 
nn ~lareh !), l8li2, proved conr!usin·ly 
ila· nwrit of the turrl't systPm, nnd gave 
tlw modi·! a place in the hearts of the 
Ameriean people from which the argu
ments of narnl experts eould not remoYe 
it. Rut on the morning of )fay 12, HiH:-!, 
wlwn tlu• Amphitrite and the 'l'Nror 
111·on·d inl'flieient off San .Tuan, Porto 
Hi1·0, t hC' day of the 111011 i tor was ended, 
Pwn in t hi~ conn trv. .A!! a conc·C':-sion 
to the timorous sotils who fled to the 
.:\dirornla1·ks nrH1 oth1·r inland resorts, 
during that. war. for frnr that Ct•rvera. 
WOUid ('Ollie to (;OH'l"IlOr's Island and 
bombard Xcw York, four harhor clt:>fense 
monitors w1·re provi1led for hy CongrC'ss 
after the war-four little thing,; of 
tw1•nty s0\·0n hundrP<l tons, carrying two 
twelve ineh and four four in('h guns 
ap1t•1·e. 

~IO~ITOR A~D BATTLESHIP-A COMPARISO~. 

''"(' hnn• gone lwyon!l the utmost pow
er of the monitors. and we shall lrnild 110 

more of t hl'm. For corn parison, let us 
(·ontra,.;t what we maY call an ideal moni
tor with the laU•st !J,;ttll'ship-thc latest 
stl·el fort. huilt 011 a st<'arnship-that has 
lwt·n pla1111L•(l at Wa,-hington. In t\ro 
l'L'"]H'('(S the monitor wonld N[Hal the 
battl1·,.;hip. lll'r ar111or w011ltl sht>tl an 
enPmv's ,-hot as w1·ll. anll la•r two turrl'ts 
wo11l<i have four twl'he in!'h rifh•s, prl'
<·isl'ly like tlro,:1• of the proposl'd liattlt•
,.;hip; lmt the lat t1•r, liy earryi11g hl'r 
guns so llllll'lr higlH•r out of the watl'r, 
not only would k1•ep lll'r cn·w compara
ti,·1·ly 1·<>111fortalile while in al'tion, !tut 
could work h1·r guns in Wl'nth(•r that 
wo11l11 s1·1J1l th1• \\'<t\"l'S O\'l'l' the porthoks 
of tlw monitor\ turrds. 

I >ur most pow<·rful monitor in ~1·n·il'e 
c1rri1·s six four i111·h rilll's in a1ldit ion to 
l:l'r four t Wt·he ini·h ril11·s. A monitor 
plann<·d tn1lay might n·allily f'arry six 
11H:h in:-tt·iHl of four inch gnns; lrnt the 
lJl'nnd,-ide of the latl'"t battleship is to 
earr~· sixt1·1•n (·iglrt in('h g1ms, n•pn•s1·nt
ing a rn11zzl1• em·rgy of quite or ne<nly 
two lr1111<1n·1l tlrnu,.;a111l foot tons, as 
:1gain~t pr·rkq1s 1l1irtyt11·0 thon!'all<l foot 
tons for t!11• lll"nitor·,.; \\'(•;Jpon~. 

A mrnl<'l"n monitor rniglrt also carry 
twl'nty six pounders, or tlwir cquirn
lt>nt in gims of vnrious calihl'rs, hut the 
1ww batt!C'l'hip. it is said, will carry a 
hundrC'd and thirty two small guns, say 
of three inch caliber. The overwhelm
ing superiority of this battery appenri:; 
all the gn'a frr w hC'n it is known that the 
muzzle e1wrgy of the 8ix pounder gun 
is two hundretl and sixty foot tons, to 
the six hundred and thirtv foot tons of 
the three> i1wh gun. • 

Our eight ineh guns, with each shot 
weighing two hundred and fifty pounds, 
can bC' tin•d fiv0 timc8 a minute, and the 
three inch, with each shot weighing 
rnon• than twC'lw pounds, twenty times 
a minute. ThC' mind becomes bewil<lerC'1l 
in eonternpl:itingthefrightfuldeath rain 
from the hroaclsi11e of this mighty bat
tleship, the sht'l'ting flames, the spurting 
shot, with the !-1plitting crash and hiss, 
nncl above all the thunder roar of the 
rn igh ty gun:-; of the turrets. No such 
c·ngine of attaek has been planned be
fore. Ew•n the b(,;t of the British ves
svls 1ire n slightly lightPr broadside. 

Last of nil, ther<> is the st.Pam pow<>r. 
A monitor might possibly make fourtC'en 
or. fifteen knots, hut W<' had to tow the 
orws we took to San .l uan. The llt'\\' 

l1;ittleship is pla1111ed to make twenty 
one knots, and to steam alone around 
1 he worl11. • 

\\'lwn om· ships gathere<l at Key We,.;t 
to pr(•pare for the wnr with ~pain, Cnp
tnin Rowman 11. )f<'C'nlla stt•rn·ile(l on 
OYl'rl1entl b1·ams al1out tlw ernis('r )far
l1klread. whid1 hl' cornnia1Hl1·d, this 
l1·g1•Jlfl: 

·• Tire lit·,-t 
l'lll\''s Jire is 
()\\ ;1.'' 

]'l'llt1·dinn against an en
<111 l'ffeet i YC 1ire of vou r 

ThC' whole ~\1m·ril'all 1wopll', as Wl'll 
as )fcC'alla"s <'rew, l1·arn1·1l the truth of 
that dming till' war. \\'t• karnP<l tliat 
to protl'1·t Olirsl'hl's frn111 an ent'lll_Y 0 il 

lire we must han• an l'il'l'l'I ive Jin· of our 
own. \\"e shnll lrnil1l no more monitor,:, 
lwcaui'e we nndf'r:"ta11tl that tire lwst 
wa:' to kcl'p t lie f'IH'lll.Y from our ports 
is to attat'k his port,.;. Tlic 1by of t Ire 
"lrarlior dl'fl'n~t· ·· ship is pa,.;t, lweau,.;e 
the hattle:-:hip~ "·c· now have, antl are 
lrnil1li11g, arC' of a cl1arnet1·r to go to t 111• 
Pnd~ of tl11• Part Ir antl tl11·r1• 11wi111ain tl11• 
]1111111r oft 111• grid i rnn lL1g. 













THE MAN HE WAS MEANT TO BE. 

he held out one hand to ht-lp her up. 
She gave a glance at Roger as she rose, 
expecting to meet a contrite acknowl
edgment that she was not as other wom
en. But instead there was a mocking 
twinkle that disconcerted her. 

" He knew I was going to fib and 
didn't just because he was looking on," 
she realized. " Oh, dear, I'll get even 
with him. )lo, I won't; I'll prove my
self to him, if it takes five years." And 
she followed Johnny with a little defi
ant lifting of her head. They leaned 
on the fence, and Johnny showed her 
how to handle the watch. The feeling 
that Roger Curtis was looking on gave 
the moment an odd zest, that vanished 
when she di:;covered that he had gath
ered up the cushions and gone back to 
the stables. 

IV. 

BEATRICE was standing at the head of 
the orcharc.l, while the men were ma
king a last survey of the irrigation 
ditches to see that the channels were all 
in readiness. She had hurried on the 
work, alarmed by the drooping look of 
the little trees. Here and there the 
top leaves were beginning to shrivel in 
a way that told an ominous story. She 
gave a sigh of relief when Marion Sousa 
trotted off to the creek to open the 
11luice. They stood waiting eagerly for 
the rush of water that should ha,·e 
followed his disappearance. But none 
came. A few moments later the little 
Portuguese was seen hurrying baek 
with something of alarm in his gait. 

''I'm afraid the sluice gate is stuck." 
said Beatrice, knowing that that was 
not at all what she feared. If the creek 
hnd failed them! 

l-[arion reported breathlessly. The 
creek had gone dry. Beatrice questioned 
him sharply. It seemed impossible, for 
the water had been running strongly 
only the week before. Moreover, Joe 
1lt-clared that the barn supply had not 
been cut off that morning, though he 
admitted that it had run very slowly. 
Surelv a stream could not have rnn
i8he<f in a day, even in such a dry year 
as thiH. Yet she turned towards it with 
a sinking at her heart. and a strong de
sire not to find out. 

She hurried across the rising ground 
back of the orchard, and down the steep 
wall of the gulch where the creek ran. 
That poor little orchard, that held 110 

much of their hope! It was too hare.I ! 
And the loss of water at the barn would 
bring endless trouble and inconvenience. 
'fhey could give up enough from the 
spring that supplied the house to keep 
their few head of stock going, but it 
would mean close economy, ne,·er a 
drop of water being allowed to slip by 
unused, for the spring itself was but a 
meager provision for the dry midsum
mer. The lu.'\'.ury of abundant water
water that may be lavished on one's 
needs without a thought for quantity, 
tubs that may be filled to the brim and 
faucets that may be opened recklessly 
to their full width without branding 
one a moral imbecile--those who have 
not lived in a country of six months' 
certain drought, and six months' prob
able, can neYer know the full value of 
that blessing. And when one's whole 
hope of prosperity is staked on a creek 
of uncertain mooc.l--

Beatrice broke through the thickl't, 
too impatient to follow the path, anc.l 
came out on the bank above the natural 
basin with which their pipes and flume 
connected-gaping dry mouthed now, 
hopelessly above the film of water that 
barely covered the bottom of the pool. 
A thin trickle dripped in and out, and 
the reeds and water grasses stood for
lornly stranded on either side, the inky 
mud at their feet betraying how recent
ly they had been abandoned .. Little 
patches of water still showed behind the 
rocks, leaving whitish rims at their mar
gins as they dwindled. Scores of tiny 
green frogs hopped about in pattering 
showers before Beatrice's feet as she 
made her way to the edge and stared 
forlornly about. 

Her fir;it dismay gradually gave place 
to wonder. How could it have dried up 
all in a <lav, from a wide stream to this 
pitiful thread? This was no ordinary 
phenomenon. Drought worked linger
ingly, almost imperceptibly. A cr<.'ek 
did not vanish in a moment. She turned 
and followed up the bank, finding 11t 
every step fre11h proof that the stream 
had not died the usual slow d<.'ath, hut 
had been mystc>riously !lpirited awn~·. 
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been more rcservetl, luul not met his 
advance with greater caution. There 
was no deciphering the comment she 
felt rather than saw behind his some
what formal "good by till this after
noon.·• 

If people would only be simple, cor
dial in spirit, sincere themselves and 
trustful of the sincerity of others, 
w1umly glad to be friends! She went 
home heavy hearted and resentful, with 
an unexplained sense of mortification 
upon her. Her underself kept up a sub
dued lamenting until she turned on it 
fiereelv: 

''\\:-ell, I learned. I know better 
now, for all time. I'm a step near so
phistication, and I don't care what he 
thinks. I tell you I learned. Xow be 
still." 

Ernest was indignant at the news she 
brought home, but Mrs. Oliver was 
alarmed. 

"Oh, children, I'd rathel' have a ven
detta on hand than a water fight," she 
exclaimed. 

" I don't see why there need be any 
fight," said Ernest. "Haven't we al
ways held the water rights? " 

"Chiefly, I'm afraid, because Silva 
never claimed them," she answered un
easily. "He had no stock, and didn't 
irrigate. There's nothing in the origi
nal deed about them." 

" Oh, mother! Are you sure? " Bea
triee began to look dismayed, too. 

" I'm afraid so. This was such a wil
derness when your father took it, so 
hopelessly far from everything, we paid 
verv little attention to it. We took it 
siniply because we couldn't get our 
money, and never expected to profit by 
it eRpecially." 

''Well," began Ernest, after a pause, 
"probably Silva can't pro\"c any more 
ri~hts than we can. So we start even." 

'' But while we're fighting it out the 
or<>hartl will die, and there won't be a 
drop of water for the barn, except what 
we <>arry there in pailR, ·• Beatrice ob
jeded. 

"Why not divide with thefi-i'lllch 
have half?·· 

She shook her head. 
It We may have to. But we're going 

to ru>ed e~·ery drop before we ~et 
through Augul't and September. And 

so are they. Let°i> get out the deeds, 
any way, and look at them. Are they 
in your tin box, mother? " 

They all went up stairs and studiccl 
o~er the old document, drawn up thirtY. 
years before. Xot a mention of watl·r 
was made in it. To be sure, the fact 
that they had had undisputed use of the 
creek for all these years would surely 
give them a certain legal right; but 
what would become of the orchard while 
the lawyers argued it out? And how 
could thev face the two months of water 
famine that must follow if their frail 
spl'.ing was to be shared with the stock 
and poultry? A summons to their noon 
meal brought tbem down with the prob
lem still unsolved. 

" Christy has begun to save water al
ready,'' Ernest commented, with a criti
cal glance at that young person's hands, 
which were hastily doubled up an.d 
thrust under the table. She laughed a 
little louder than the rest, to prove that 
she was not disconcerted; but after din
ner she slipped up stairs and washed 
them before going out to join Scrap in 
the garden. 

The distant sound of Marion Sousa's 
voice beseeching the old mule with melt
ing cries of "Mula!" drew her along 
the road to the vegetable garden where 
he was working, in the hope of getting a 
novel ride of some kind. She had tried 
drag, dump cart, roller, and reaper in 
her brief farm experienee, and had 
found them all good. But this time the 
chariot proved to be a spring tooth cul
tivator, evidently not designed for pa11-
sengers. She begged the reins in~tead, 
and followed happily over the soft, rich 
earth, crying ".Mula!" as imploringly 
as she could, to the twinkling amu~e
ment of the little Portuguese plodding 
beside her. 

The long furrows led them neurly to 
the end of ihe canvon. Christr luid 
tugged the mule round and was st;1rting 
back when a Rhrill challenge from ~l·rap 
made her turn. The sheriff was look
ing down on them from l1is tall ba.v 
hor11e, having come noiseles11ly aero:<i; 
the soft earth from the road. Ill' met 
her shv smile with a flouri11h of his hand 
out from the wide brim of hii; hlal'k fl•lt 
hat that !ICCmed to her very gallant and 
!'tirrin~. and turned to ~[nrion. 
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Beatrice explained frankly the pre
carious condition of the orchard, and 
the absolute necessity of irrigation dur
ing the next two months. She was 
scrupulous to keep all appeal out of her 
voice, to use nothing but plain, busi
nesslike argument. Roger listened to 
her without the usual air of half amused 
deference, showing himself serious and 
sympathetic, and evidently accepting 
her as an equal in the council. She had 
to hold herself very strictly not to be
tray how this gratified her. 

"Of course we can fight this out with 
lawyers,'' Roger said finally, "but I 
don't see why we can't settle it our
selves. If there is any possible division 
of the water, any reasonable compro
mise--'' 

"Compromise nothing," Johnny 
broke in angrily. "It isn't as if there 
was a big supply there, enough for the 
community. It's getting lower every 
day, and we can't afford to girn up a 
'drop. The pool is all on our land, and 
most of the creek. We have the rights 
on our side, and I don't see-" 

A constrained silence fell on them. 
Then Ernest spoke, choosing his words 
with a certain hesitation. 

"Well, are you willing to waive your 
rights for one week, letting us give our 
orchard a thorough soaking, and experi
ment with our spring, to see if we can 
get a further supply for our barn? " he 
asked. 

"No, I am not,'' said Johnny. "We 
can't pull down our dam, and we can't 
spare the water." He was flushed and 
vehement. Ernest looked at Roger, 
who shrugged slightly. 

" I should prefer to meet you half 
way," he said, " but my brother h&s the 
running of our ranch, and if he says it 
is impossible-" he broke off, and 
rose. 

" Then I suppose the only way is to 
let our lawyers argue it out," concluded 
Ernest, rising also. 

" You'll just waste your money," said 
Johnny contemptuously. 

In spite of her determination to show 
no feminine resentment, Beatrice's 
feelings got the better of her. 

" It seems a little hard," she burst 
out; " laRt week we were robbed of our 
money, and thi11 of our watc>r." 

There was an uncomfortable pause. 
'!'hen Johnny, with a shrug, went down 
the steps, followed by Eruest. Roger 
turned abruptly to her, an imperative 
question in hill eyes. She looked away, 
half frightened. 

" You ha,·e never found even a ehw 
to the men who robbed vour brother:·· 
he asked after a moment's hesitation. 

"X<>-not yet," she answered. 
Johnny was already in the cart, and 

called to him impatiently. The horse 
was fretting to go, backing and starting 
and pretending to rear, feigning terror, 
when Marion Sousa clattered by with 
the cultivator, as an excuse for not stand
ing another second. Roger had started 
to go, then paused and came back. 

" It's none of my business, of course," 
he said with an effort," but do you-are 
you quite sure of your man Sousa?., 

" Marion Sousa? Yes! '' she an
swered with a shade of indignation in 
her voice. "He's os Rimple as a child, 
and honest and hard working. I don't 
see why you should suspect him." 

" I was merely puzzled by certain 
things," he answered. "As you sn \', 
there is no reason why I should intrude 
in the matter. But it has struck 
me--" 

" Roger! I can't hold this beast 
much longer," broke in Johnny, exas
perated. 

<: I'm coming," he answered. " Goocl 
by, Miss Oliver. Please believe that I 
am very sorry-for everything." He 
looked sorry-more than sorry; dis· 
turbed and unhappy. He put out his 
hand for the second time that day, but 
this time Beatrice pretended not to sec 
it. 

An instant later the loss of the or
chard seemed small beside the loss of 
that moment; but Roger was alrc>ndy 
flying along the road behind the im
patient colt. 

"Well, I learned-again," she refted
ed drearily: the thought wns very littll' 
comfort. "Well?" she said to Enie8t, 
who came slowlv back. He looked at 
her absentlv. · 

"If thev'had let us turn the water in 
for six or eight hours, I Rttppose even 
that might have i;;aved the orchard," he 
heg-an, ieaning against the porch rail
inA'. 









THE RISE OF THE PANAMA. 
BY GRANTHORPE SUDLEY. 

THE SUDDEN AND REMARKABLE VOGUE OF THE HAT THAT IS 
THE LIGHTEST AND THE MOST EXPENSIVE OF HEAD COVERINGS 
FOR MEN-SOMETIMES IT REPRESENTS MONTHS OF A TROPICAL 
NATIVE'S LABOR, SOMETIMES IT IS THE FACTORY MADE PROD
UCT OF CIVILIZATION. 

PlIILOSOPHY applied to purely ma
terial things insists upon a specific 

eausc for every visible effect. But things 
occasionally happen for which the most 
patient investigator cannot find an ex
planation. Take fashion, for instance
fashion in her capricious moods. It is 
often possible, of course, to trace many 
modes to their source; but who can ex
plain why certain fancies stalk through 
the world like a plague, spreading on every 
hand l 

If all fashion's whims were only sound 
in sense, if they argued comfort and con
vrnience, patient mankind perhaps might 
understand. But a moment's reflection 
raises the perplexing thought that many 
of the whims which fashion has spread 
broadest through the world have been 
neither beautiful, comfortable, or at all 
convenient. Take the crinoline, for in
stance; or, better still, the high silk hat. 

THE BUDDEN VOGUE OF THE PANAMA. 

All this is introductory to a brief dis
cussion of the present extraordinary 
vogue of the so called panama hat. It 
must not be thought, however, that the 
panama is a mere freak. On the contrary, 
comfort and convenience characterize its 
form and fabric. But why, within a few 
months, has the panama, one of the oldest 
forms of the straw hat, sprung into such 
overwhelming favor in every quarter of 
the globcl 

I Juve asked this question of perhaps 
tbirty- of the largest Xew York importers, 
and they have answered candidly that they 
didn't know. Then they have advanced 
hesitating opinions, which leave one prac
tiC'ally as much in the dark as ever. 

"Well, it might be this," said one, who 
embodied in his words about all that the 
nthers had to say; "you see, the panama 
is light and soft and durable, and under 
C'ertain conditions permits itself to be 
modeled in almost any form. You see--" 

8 J 11 

I saw that much, and said so; but I 
didn't see in this any explanation of the 
curious fact that the whole world seems to 
have discovered the fact everywhere, at the 
same moment-in the same breath, if I 
am allowed to use that expression. The 
importer took another start. 

"It's this way," he declared, recklessly 
plunging deeper. " There was the alpine 
hat, and the world wanted something like 
it in straw. The rough straw was tried, 
and wasn't liked; so the panama straw was 
used-that's it, the panama straw "-here 
his eye lighted up, and he appeared blythe 
with the joy of discovery. "I tell you, the 
panama straw was used, and the straw al
pine at last made a hit." 

I asked him, interrupting: "Why the 
alpine?" 

Ile looked me severely in the face. " See 
here, if you're going to ask me questions 
like that, I give it up. I haven't the 
power of divination." 

No, he hadn't divination, but perhaps 
he might tell one thing more. He nodded 
hopelessly, all the joy gone out of him, 
and took the hypothetical question as one 
who swallows a bolus. 

Admitting the alpine and its popularity, 
and then the use of panama straw and its 
suitability, why should the whole world 
grasp it as one man~ 

But he only shook his head weakly and 
despairingly. 

WHERE THE PANAMA COMES FROM. 

Few fashions have had such wide 1111d 
instantaneous vogue as the panama hat 
of today. The further one goes into this 
matter, the more curious it appears. In 
the first place, as hats go, the panama is 
expensive in its original cost. The cheap
est form-those made in Porto Rico-cost 
at least five dollars, and these are in the 
minority. The French panama, the one 
really in vogue, costs at retail anything 
from fifteen to :fifty dollars. From this 









IN THE SHADOW OF WAR.* 
BY HAMBLEN SEARS. 

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED. 

ON a murky night in 1780, Merton Balfort, a Continental soldier bearing an important despatch from 
General Putnam to General Washington, came on a broken down coach and a very wrathful little lady, whom 
he escorted to the only available shelter. The tavem proved to be full of half drunken men, and when 
one of them annoyed his pro~g6e, there was a sharp fight that left the offender desperately wounded. 

The crowd was all for the injured man and King George, and would have seized the chance to kill 
llalfort for a rebel spy if the girl had not tumed the tide by declaring him her sweetheart, a true snbject 
of the king, with whom she had run away to be married. The muddled crowd insist.ed on having the 
ceremony performed at once, so a solemn fellow named Marvin went through the service over them, they 
playing their part bravely for their lives. Mistress Philipee never flinched till her eyes fell on a stupefied 
fellow apart from the rest, when she showed such sndden and overmastering terror that Balfort carried 
her into another room. 

In the night they escaped, and he left her, his wife in name by the strange mummery of the evening, 
at the gates of a Tory mansion. All that he knew of her was that she had run away from home, that she 
was loyal to the king, that she had a quick courage and a still quicker temper, and that there was no 
such wonderfnl wavy light hair in all the world. 

When he reached Washington's headquarters, Balfort was attached to Colonel Livingstone's com
mand, where he speedily made frienda with Robert Curtis and Jack Acton, two young officers. In their 
company, he was detailed, with a small body of troops, to try to effect the capture of some British 
~oldiert1 who were expected to attempt the rescue of Major Andre, an English officer arrest.ed as a spy. This 
mission took them to the mansion where Balfort last saw Deborah Philipse, and he was glad when Curtis, 
who was in command of the expedition, told him to enter the honae with six men, and apprehend any one 
who might try to enter after him. What followed is narrated by Balfort himself. 

IX. 
J CO"CLD not help wondering, after my 

two friends disappeared in the dark
ness, at the peculiar chance of fate, or 
whatever one might wish to call it, that 
left me now standing here by the house 
I had so longed to enter but a few short 
day!! ago, with orders now to enter it, but 
the inclination to do so gone. Gone, did 
I say1 Nay, hardly that, for if any one 
of us entered there, it must be I; and, 
whatever might be the real reason of her 
i.toing there, I could not let her be taken 
in arrest as a common spy. 

Why she should be there now, I did not 
want to guess. And, indeed, the doubt of 
it growing on me, I turned to the sergeant 
of the troop and loc,ked him over-a 
grizzly bearded old campaigner, used to 
wars, but honest and a stalwart Colonial, 
I'd be bound. 'Twas, in fact, the picket 
who~ had taken me the night I reached 
TPller's Point. What would he do with 
:Mistress Philipse, if he found her 
thPre? I did not like to think, but spoke 
to him instp1ul. 

" C'allahan," said I," know ye why we're 
here?" 

" I'm ordered here, and here I be. Indade, 
sir, I've outgrown askin' quistions." 

" You can keep your mouth shut well f " 
" Ask the liftinint; " and he jerked his 

thumb over his shoulder towards the de
parting troop. 

" Good! Remember that, should the 
time eome I Take now two men and go 
around that homie to the left. Leave two 
more here concealed near the road, and let 
the other go with me to the right." 

"Aye, sir." 
"We must enter that house, search it, 

get what may be inside, and lie low for 
more. And look sharp, for 'tis like there 
be no less than a dozen redcoats there 
now, watching for us." 

" Aye, sir," said he, saluting again. 
"If you hear or sec aught, leave a man 

and make a wide circuit till you meet me." 
So we started away, crawling on our 

stomachs and ket>ping a bright eye on the 
gloomy house, that appeared to be dark 
from top to bottom, and that contained 
Ood knew what. 

Fortunately for us, there had grown 
up a wealth of underbrush on all side11, 
and by keeping well within this, I turned 
the first corner, skirted the broad side of 

"That I .Jo nof, liftinint," said he. th!' square mansion, and, nothing ap· 
• Tliis ''""" kra11 ;,. tlt1Jtdy1111"'6w of Tm< Jt1>110R llfussav. 
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pcaring amiss, moved slowly and labori
ou1<ly on, turning the second corner. 

There at last was a light shining from 
an open window in what appeared to be a 
room adjoining the kitchen, in an ell, or 
extension, of the house itself. Soon I 
was up to it, and, seeing it unoccupied, 
made bold to enter, 8ending one man to 
call the others with Callahan. 

Hilence reigned throughout the house, 
and nothing ehan~rcd in the fe\lv moments 
that pnssed till, 1-1ilently, one by one, the 
five men and Callahan slid over the sill 
and stood waiting my instruC'tions. 

" Some one is here, or this is a trap," 
said I in a whisper. " We must act 
quickly or be caught ourselves.-" 

"'Tis simple enough, sir," said the old 
man coolly. 

"And how~ " 
"Lay another thrap. An' ye'll give me 

la\'e-" 
" Go on," said I quickly. 
"You, Durgin," ordered Callahan of 

one of his men, "git out o' that winder 
into the grass, and give us warnin' wid a 
tap on the glass ef annything tumR up. 
You, Ballard, shut the winder and draw 
thim curtins, and do yez i<tand by to git 
the signal. You two take thim two doors 
and douse anny wan, the divil cares who, 
that shows his red nos<:> through. Douse 
him wid yer coats over the head, and when 
ye git him, Mi<'k ;.,.n knee in the pit of his 
stomach "-all this in a whi!'per, with a 
quick look here and there, and gestures 
that alone told what he wanted. " An' 
i1ow, :ver honor, w<"ll take this door that 
goes God knows wh<'re. Hist! Phwat the 
di vi l's that?" 

'Twas a step coming along the hall, a 
light, stealth~·. though qui<·k stPp. In a 
moment Callahan aud I WPl'P behind the 
door, and my C'ap<> was rendy in his hands, 
held at the height of a man's head. Each 
of the otherl! had tak<'n his position 
silently as soon as he got his orders. 

There was a moment of suspense all the 
steps came towards the door. Tlwu the 
door itself >1wung- opf'n, and in an instant 
Callahan was ou the grouud on top of 
some one, with the cape wound around 
the Ilf'W arrival's lwnd. 

"The saint>1 dPliver me! " muttered 
the old man. "Divil tnkc me, but it's a 
woman!" 

And, sure, 'twas so. For the door being 
again quietly <'lO>'<'d, we carried h<'r to 
the light, and found a woman, spcechlf'ss 
with terror, gazing with a fasciuated 
g-lare down the barr<'l of Callahan's pistol. 

" Do not uttn a sound, or you will he 
tlPnd ! " said I stern!,\·. But ;;he did not 

appear to take note of anything but the 
pistol. 

"Who's in this house~" I asked. 
No answer or move 011 her part. 
I knocked up the sergeant's pistol, much 

to his disgust, and touched her. 
"Who is in this house t" 
She looked at me in a stupid, clownish 

way, and then of a sudden out came a lot 
of gibberish that meant naught to either 
of us. 

"Phwat's that she says?" asked Calla
han. " She'll wake the dead ! " And he 
doused her again with the coat until she 
la~· quiet. Then we repeated the action 
with the pistol, and she sat silent as be
fore. But I had caught enough to know 
that she spoke French. 

Here we were, st.umped I Not one of us 
knew a word of the lingo, and I could do 
naught but put my finger on my mouth 
and vigorously shake my head. French
a French maid-Mistress Philipse's maid, 
no doubt. Was she a bait l We should 
soon see. But I must speak with her mis
tress first. and alone. All this passed in a 
moment through my mind. I bade Calla
han keep the woman close, saying that I 
was going to explore the house, and he 
was to give me warning of any new 
arrival, or danger, by a low whistle. 

So I left the dimly lighted room and 
found myself in a cross hall that led again 
into the main hall of the house. Keeping 
close to the wall, I worked slowly and as 
silently as possible around the hall, finding 
four great dark and saent rooms, in which 
the ghostly furniture stood piled in the 
center. No sign nor sound of living being 
appeared. Then, coming to the great 
stairway, I drew my sword and, holding a 
pistol in the left hand, mounted cautious
ly to the second Htory. 

Here again were more rooms, open, but 
vacant. Cnder the sill of a door leading 
into the wing was what seemed to be a 
faint light. The door opened, but in 
doing so it cre>aked with a sound that 
seemed to echo all o\·er the house. Direct
ly opposite, acrosH another small hall, was 
a door, half opened, leading into a lighted 
room, and on the instant a voice said 
somethiug in Fr<'ll<'h. 

'Tiii ever the fact that what is expected 
is like to be the greatest surpriSf', and to 
recognize that voice now, knowing it must 
come some time, gave me a sickening of 
the heart that kept me silent. 

" Well, Adele~ " said the voice again, 
louder than before. 

" 'Tis not Adele, Mistress Philipse, but 
I. "Merton Balfort. Miry I enter?" 

Thf're <"ame a sudden exclamation and 
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tain pass between two wooded foothills, 
when, turning back, l saw down in the 
valley the two men coming on at the best 
rate their horses could carry them. At 
that instant one pointed up at me, and 
then both urged on. Aye, Uoger boy, 
lengthen thy limbs out, and let them fol
low till they get their fill! And the good 
horse flattened along the road in his old 
time run. 

Every now and then I could catch the 
beat of hoof8, but they got no nearer. 

I came suddenly upon a fork in the 
road, and met an old oxen cart coming 
down one branch. 

" Tell me, my man, are you for General 
W a8hington? " snid I, pulling up. 

" That I am, sir, God bless him! " 
"Then tell me which is the way to Tap

pan." 
" Here to your right, sir," answered he. 
I looked at him a moment in doubt. 

Then took my chance; for such a man in 
such a place was like to be on our side in 
his heart, at least. 

" Would you serve him, friend? " 
He nodded, looking at rue with his lit

tle eyes all the while. 
" Then tell two men, who will come run

ning here presently, that I took the other 
road." 

"Belike you'll do better to take it any 
way," !laid he. 

" Why so? " I asked sternly. 
" Because I was but now stopped by a 

man as is Briti::1h, or I'm a Spaniard, who 
would know if a man riding this way had 
gone by." 

Again I looked the old man over. 
"Y c ueed no' fear, sir, for you wear 

the uniform, and I'd do what I could to 
help the cause. Go on by the south'ard 
fork for about a mile; then turn west by 
a lane-there's but one-and come on by 
this road. If the Britisher moves no fur
ther on, ye'll be beyond him." 

'' Goel help you, old man, if you lie! 
But I'll take your word. Send the two 
down the fork after me; " and Hoger and I 
were off. 

On went the nag. W c made the la 11e 
clearly enough, and took it. .:\Inst of tlie 
way lay through the timber, and I ran out 
on the Tappan hii:dnvay well nig·h before 
I knew. And there', as my cursPd luck 
would have it, stood the three horsemen 
not five hundred yards away. They 
caught sight of me as I looked biwk at 
them, and we were all four off before much 
was thought or done. 

'Twas a bad bu,.;ines8; for they had 
breathed a space, while Roi.rer had been 
eowring- rod after rod. Still, I was on 

the Tappan road, and on the Tappan side 
of them; and I had fivo hundred yards 
to the good. Even then no horse of theirs 
could do more than keep the distance, or 
mayhap work off a yard or two now and 
then. Giving Hoger the reins on his neek, 
I got out m.v two pistols, and made ready 
for what might come. The hor,.;c could 
take my guiding from the knee, an<l, 
stretching out his neck, sped on. 

Running up a grade, then, and turning 
the top of a hill, I laughed out loud to 
see, in the valley beneath, tents and flag:; 
and all tho signs of a eamp, and knew 
that Tappan lay but a couple of miles 
away. Turning in the saddle, I waved my 
two arms at the men. 

But thPy camo thundering on, and the 
one in the lead discharged his pistol, 
though 'twas far out of range. Looking 
ahead, I caught a bit of road beneath, 
and saw the last of a troop of horse coming 
this way. And that gave mo an idea, 
which the winding road suggested. Speed
ing on down tho hill, I turned a sharp 
corner and jumped Roger up a bank into 
the timber and underbrush; and then, 
throwing my arms round his nose, held 
him close as the three rattled by. In a mo
ment l was out on the highway again and 
following after, still with the reins on 
the good horse's neck and a pistol in either 
hand. 

'Twas too good to be true! A fool will 
always spoil his own game. For I wheeled 
round another curve in the steep and 
narrow descent, and came plump upon 
the three standing still, stopping up the 
highway. Whether they had SC't'Il or heard 
the approaching troop, I IH'VN knew; but 
four men more astonished it would be 
hard to find. 

There wns no in;;tant to think or de
cide on action. I ran among them, liter
ally, having- only sPuse C'nough to clap 
spur deep into Roger's tiesh. 'Twas a 
new sensation for him, for lw an<l I never 
npedt'd sh·el to keep us moving, and the 
bca,.;t kap<'d forwnrd in amazement a8 l 
fired on either sidP. Tlwy were no fools, 
the;.;e "countrymen," for I had no more 
than got through when a quiek report was 
follmw•d by n sting in my left hand, awl 
the pi"tol droppC'd to the ground, while I 
wrung- the arm nnd cursed the fiends 
roundly. Down I got on the horse's neck, 
and for an in1>tnnt waited for ruy end. 

'Tis a long time, :meh an instant, but 
it had it;,; end; and another shot sounded 
in the clear morning air, when I heard a 
howl in front and saw a horse go down, 
as the troop came trotting around the 
curve. l'p came Roger, and wlweled about 
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-there, there's that everlasting punt 
again; going to Gil, too. Now, boy-by 
Jove, he's off I-good interference there, 
James-go it, go it, old chap I-down! No 
-{)h, lovely, lovely-'k out, look out--safe 
again-he's through! Hooray! Now, 
boy, paddle !-no, dodge him, dodge him, 
don't you see--oh, the deuc0 ! All over
what I Well, I'll be-go on, Francis, he 
can't-ah !-{)Ver I And a seventy yard 
run! Well, look-at-that-hat!" 

The hat was really not much to fook at; 
a silk tile should be more or less coddled, 
and the mayor's had not been during the 
last few seconds. 

As the mayor, returning home a little 
late, came up the wdk, he saw that the 
library was still in darkness save for the 
dancing fire light. He smiled. "Gil and 
his mother are visiting; I'll steal in on 
them quietly." 

By the ruddy grate fire he found them as 
he knew he should; his wife in the big 
easy chair near the grate; on a hassock at 
her feet, Oil; her hand in both of his, and 
his homely, honest faee turned up to hers. 
The mayor paused at the opening of the 
portieres. 

"--and we began to think we were up 
against it for fair. But we didn't let up a 
bit, of course. We ma.1aged to hold 'em at 
the fifty five yard line, and they punted. 
Well, I saw that punt coming, and I said 
to myself,' Now for it!' Johnny James 
blocked off the nearest man, and that gave 
me a start; somehow, I just knew we were 
going to score, even then. 

" Well, you know I start quiek, and I 
was by two more before they knew it. 
Then came the fun ! Well, I don't know 
how 1 got through that cl'owd, only the 
fellows interfered in great shape. and I 
dodged for all I knew. One fellow got me 
by the arm, but I wiggled awuy; and all of 

a sudden there I was, through the ruck, 
and only two men to pass. They were one 
on each side, a couple of rods ahead, and
well, I knew I could pass one; but tw~ 
well, I was going to try for it, anyhow. 

"Just then Tom Francis yelled out be
hind me. That was to let me know I had 
some one protecting me, you know. He 
said, 'Right behind you, Gil! '-tell you, 
it sounded good, too. And then-weli I 
never did so much thinking in a second 
before. I thought of that V that father 
promised me if I got a touchdown, you 
know. Then I thought that if I passed 
the ball back and blocked off one man, 
Francis was almost certain of a touch
down. For a moment I thought, 'What, 
run through the whole team and then have 
anotlwr man get the benefit and lose that 
money-not a little bit I' Then in a flash 
more I was ashamed and mad with myself 
for risking the whole team that way; and 
I just yelled, 'Tom!' and tossed the ball 
back under my arm, and chugged into the 
nearest tackler. 

"Well, Tom was right there, all awake; 
and while we went down in a mess and the 
other fellow was trying to turn, he just 
nipped the ball and kept right on, and 
never was touched until he landed it slap 
under the cross bar. Oh, it was great
great ! And, of course, we couldn't help 
kicking a goal like that-and we beat 'em, 
mumsie, we beat 'em! But it was a close 
shave, and-I'm glad I-lost that V." 

"And so am I, dear." 
The mayor turneQ away very softly, and 

went up to his private room. 
It might not be amiss to state here that 

Gregory made a first class Governor. and 
that the party is i;tronger now than e\·er 
before. 

Also that Gil must have got the Y, for 
he " blew " the team. 

THE UNENDING S7RIFE. 
LONG have they battled, Night and Day, 

Which one shall hold the sway supreme. 
From Day's last stand the sunset gleam 

With golden arrows holds the way, 
And rainbow banuers lend the fray 

Their glory-till the last fair beam 
Is quenched, as fades a broken dream, 

Or sunshine of a storm swept day. 

Long bas the struggle been, but Night, 
The victor, strikes the final blow ; 
Then, generous to a vanquished foe, 

Hangs 'mid the shades soft orbs of light ; 
So all bis hours so darkly gray 
Wear still some presage of the Day. 

Laura Berteau: Bell. 



A UT OMO BILLY 
HOW ·r HE TRAM PS WERE BAFFLED AND DAN BROUGHT TO THE POINT. 

BY KATHERINE L. MEAD. 

A UTOMO BILLY was the event of our 
first summer of married life. To 

explain his career, I must give some of 
the circumstances of our first housekeep
ing. 

Edith and I were married in April, and 
Edith's Aunt Mary gave us for a wedding 
present the loan of her cottage at Long 
Ledge for the summer. Long Ledge is 
not a fashionable resort; in fact, Aunt 
Mary's is the only summer cottage in the 
place, and Edith's family prophesied the 
dullest of summers. They did not know 
Billy. 

As I am in the automobile business, the 
honeymoon had to be of the shortest, and 
by the first of June we were established 
at Long Ledge. Edith had secured a 
model maid of all work, a pretty Irish 
Maggie, said to flirt with a stick, and 
therefore guaranteed not to be lonely. 
Our problem was to find as good a man to 
mow the vast lawn that stretched from the 
house down a long bare hill to the public 
road. My automobile; that occupied the 
small stable, was my own care, and it 
looked as though we should hardly need a 
man except for that ridiculous lawn. We 
began to doubt the generosity of Aunt 
Mary, now released to a tour of Europe. 

During the three days that I consumed 
in the inspection of the aged and juveniles 
of the neighborhood, who offered to ply 
our lawn mower twice a week, a fresh 
complication arose. No less than eighteen 
tramps visited our kitchen door in my 
brief absences. Long Ledge is on the rail
road between two important junctions, but 
I had not realized that it was the thor
oughfare for tramp travel that it proved 
to be. 

They made our house their free lunch 
counter. Some cabalistic sign on our 
gatepost must have meant to the frater
nity, "Wedding presents. Pretty cook. 
No dog," for every few hours Edith would 
see a Tattered Tom pause in his course 
along the road to scan our bare hill for 
signs of man, and then come slumping up 
the long driveway. Clearly, we must have 
a man living on the place. 

The first day I went to town, I visited 
an intelligence office--falsely so called. 

Here I secured a paragon, sober, honest, 
and industrious, capable and obliging-at 
least, they promised to send such a one to 
meet me at the 5 :50 for Long Ledge. I 
searched the station like Diogenes; I wait
ed over till the 6 :15 accommodation, but 
no such man appeared. Edith says there 
never was one, ~mt I am of a trusting dis
position, and have never ceased to regret 
him. 

Next morning I browbeat the intelli
gence office into producing their man. He 
met me promptly, and he returned as 
promptly with me the next morning, say
ing that he found the country lonely. Here 
I lose the order of my narrative. For some 
time we remembered them by name and 
for a longer time by number, but they rise 
up before me now as one monstrous com
posite who smoked and drank and swore, 
made away with the teaspoons, set fire to 
the stable, slept by day and prowled by 
night, staggered through the village 
streets, and made love to Maggie. 

All of them did that. }'or quantity 
Maggie must have had the most brilliant 
season of any summer girl east of the 
Rockies. She seemed to me to be the 
disturbing element in almost every case. 
She certainly should have looked out for 
the teaspoons instead of flirting with their 
abstractor, and, though she repented with 
tears, my wife assured me that she drove 
the next incumbent to drink by refusing 
him three evenings in succession. 

Ce'rtain it is that our last importation, 
Dan, might. have proved a success if she 
had not turned his head the first day, and 
reduced him to a day dreaming fool and 
dawdler on the kitchen steps. After he 
had broken the mowing machine and left 
the hose running into the cellar as a result 
of a quarrel with Maggie, we read the riot 
act. Dan was sent off, and Maggie threat
ened with instant dismissal if he was 
found on the premises. The last clause 
was added when he got a place with the 
doctor, our nearest neighbor on the village 
street. 

With the appearance of the hired man, 
there had been a complete disappearance 
of the tramp, but Edith said it was merely 
having the same tramp around all day in-
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stead of different ones. After Dan's de
parture, she proposed an interregnum to 
see if the tramps returned, and I acceded 
from the conviction that the intelligence 
office would close its doors in my face. 
Dan had not been gone a day when the 
first Weary Willy appeared and demanded 
pie, with a horrid leer. And now we open
ly disparaged our Aunt Mary. 

From Aunt Mary, we proceeded to 
revile the world at large. 

" To think," I cried, " that the age that 
has produced the lawn mower cannot sup
ply a man to work it, nor one simply to 
sit on its automobile!" 

" Oh," wailed Edith, "why can't people 
have automobile servants, too~" and she 
went up stairs with all sail set for a good 
cry. 

But on me her last words had had elec
trical effect. Automobile servants! Why 
not? I saw it all at once in a vision, as 
artists and inventors do, cause, effe~t
means, result-and the result was the mil
lennium. 

I went to town for a week, sending up a 
porter to do the dragon. When I came 
home Saturday there was a huge trunk 
in my wake and the light of triumph in 
my eye. I hurried Edith from supper to 
the man's room in the stable, where the 
trunk had been placed, and there I un
folded to her my scheme. First I took out 
a lawn mower, to all appearance like our 
old one, but really fitted with an electrical 
appliance that made it an automobile lawn 
mower, self propelling, and easily set to 
turn around at any given distance. 

Edith was in rapture!'. "It's the most 
wonderful thing I ever dreamed of! " she 
cried, as I explained. "I don't think ;you 
appreciate how great you really are. You 
don't know how lonely I've been all this 
week, but now I see what it all meant. Oh, 
I am so proud. Just think what this will 
mean to thousands of households. Why, 
we neC>dn't think of another man now-if 
it wasn't for the tramps." 

I hid mv blushes in the trunk. from 
which I pr~sentl,y drew and adjusted our 
new man. Of course I shall not divulge 
his mcehanism, but his outward appear
ance. which had oecupied much of my 
time, I can deserih<>. His light stl>el frame 
was of magnificent proportions, imperfect
ly concealed by an old fishing suit of my 
own. A wax figure being impracticable 
for the work in which he was to engage, I 
had hunted out a maker of ci1wr store ad
vertisements to model a countenance for 
it. and he had entered into his work like 
a true artist. 

The result was a cross between the 

Young Augustus and a clothing store fig
ure. The features were the features of 
the Young Augustus, but the complexion 
was the complexion of the lay figure. Re
membering my football days, when our 
spirits sank in direct proportion to the 
number of red haired men on the opposing 
team, I had crowned my work with an au
burn wig. 

Edith drew back speechless. She lis
tened without a word to my account of 
the difficulties I had surmounted in bal
ancing the figure and in reproducing a 
natural gait. Then I screwed the hands 
to the mowing machine handle, and in the 
dusk I took my masterpiece out and set it 
for a ten yard and return trip across the 
lawn. 

Slowly the contrivance started off to the 
familiar clatter of the lawn mower, in a 
way so lifelike, so in harmony with its 
surroundings, that I was almost overpow· 
ered. Slowly it turned at the required 
distance, and as it came towards us and 
halted, Edith clutched my arm and whis· 
pered: "Dudley, this is wicked." 

I controlled my Satanic exultation, and 
explained to her that this was onlv a sort 
of sublimated burglar alarm thai I had 
been inspired by her words to make for 
her sake. With this to guard her, she was 
sufe; without it, she must be a prey to the 
known terrors of the hired man or to the 
unknown horrors of butcherv and the 
wrath of Aunt Mary. Gradualiy her fears 
subsided, and, by a cunning appeal to her 
curiosity, I taught her to regulate the 
thing herself. 

At this point Maggie appeared to sec 
what was the ex<.'itement. 

" We must tell her," I whispered. Bur 
now it was my turn to listen to a perfect!~· 
unintelligible explanation of the scheme. 

" Now, of course." my wife concluded. 
" you won't be silly enough to be afraid 
of it." 

"Afraid f Me afraid of anything in the 
shape of a man ! " crowed Maggie. "What 
do you call him t " 

" Why, a sort of automobile." I an
swer<'d with some hesitation. I had not 
thought of a name or patent yet. 

"Automobile! Automobile!" she mim
icked. " I could never get all that out in a 
hurry. I'll call him Billy, for short:" and 
Bill~· he was from that day. 

Billy worked to a charm. I started him 
Monday morning when I left for the train, 
and Edith saw no fewer than six knights 
of the rQad pause at our gate, hesitate. 
and then go on. She took Billy in for 
lunch, at the RUggestion of Maggie, ever 
mindful of Dan's window at the doctor's, 
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into a bank, and I must have forgot to 
screw Billy on, for he pitched off head 
foremost, against a wall. Dan was going 
by, and ran up to help, and I told him to 
run for the doctor-just to get him away
and now what shall we do when the doctor 
comesl" 

His step was on the stair. "We must 
tell him all," I said. 

The doctor's face as he saw Billy was 
beyond description. Edith began to laugh 
wildly, and I chimed in. He looked from 
one to another of us, and then at Billy 
with such an expression that I had to pull 
myself together and explain. The doctor 
is a good fellow, and, when he had had 
his laugh out, we debated what to do next. 

"You'll have to account for Billy's diH
appearance to the neighbors," he said. 
"I'm coroner, but I guess it's the power of 
the press that you need here. No one 
knows of the accident but Dan. We'll 
cork him, and put an item in the paper 
to the effect that Mr. D. Havens has lost a 
valuable man in Billy, who left for parts 
unknown last Saturday. :Mr. Havens has 
the sympathy of the community. You'll 
have to own up to Dan, though." 

I went to the bend of the stairs. Maggie 
was standing in the lower ball with her 
apron to her eyes, moaning out: " So 
hand;iome. so willin'-never in my way, 
nor swearin', nor drunken, nor quarrelin'." 

"Oh. Maggie, don't take on so, darlin'. 
You don't care for him all that. I'd do a 

heap more for you than ever he did, and 
now the poor lad's dead and done for any 
way-heaven rest his soul! " 

Maggie's shoulders shook the more. 
" I'll be a better man to you than he. 

I'll neither drink nor swear nor--" 
" Don't promise too much, Dan," I 

called, "until you've seen Billy. Maggie, 
bring him up." 

Dan entered the room, white and awed. 
He looked at Billy, and, with one howl 
bounded to the door. Maggie caught him, 
and we all began to explain at once. Then 
it dawned upon him. He turned to Mag
gie. 

"I said you'd flirt with a stick, and 
you have." 

" It was only to make you mad," she fal· 
tered. 

" You won't tell, will you, Dan I " asked 
Edith. . 

Dan saw his opportunity, and seized il 
"Not if Maggie'll go to the priest's with 

me tomorrow." 
"Oh, well," said Maggie, "seeing Billy's 

dead and done for." 
But the past had been too real to Dan 

for trifling, and he left the room, munnur
ing, " Poor lad, poor lad. Heaven rest bis 
soul." 

The next week we left Maggie at the 
doctor's. And Billy Y It may have been 
malicious, but we glued him and straight· 
ened him and set him in a dark comer to 
await the coming of Aunt Mary. 

VILLA NELLE. 
AUTUMN comes riding down the way 

On paths his sister Summer made 
With bloom of blossoms day by day. 

The goldenrod, like courtiers gay, 
Bowe where his royal course ls laid. 

Autumn comes riding down the way. 

Oh, eventides of roee and gray, 
Prithee, what made the summer fade

With bloom of blossoms day by day 1 

Fulfilled her proml8e of her May, 
And now with devastating blade, 

Autumn comes riding down the way. 

Ob, heart of mine, the sign obey ! 
Time was when Spring thy life arrayed 

With bloom of bloseoms day b5' day. 

And now-alas ! ye can but say, 
"Time, I have felt thy accolade." 

With dearth of blossoms day by day, 
Autumn comes riding down the way. 





1048 THE JUNIOR MUNSEY. 

Zimmerman, who own the three leading 
theaters of Philadelphia, and H.ich & 
Harris, formerly of Boston. Rich is also 
a wealthy man, who made a fortune with 
spiritualistic publications. The only com
panies of prominence who do not book 
through the syndicate are Mrs. Fiske's 
and Henrietta Crosman's. 

WHERE ENGAGEMENTS ARE MADE. 

A.gents are plentiful along the Rialto. 
Many are women who have been actresses, 
and who possess a practical knowledge of 
what is wanted. To them the managers 
send, when they are casting a play, and 
announce their needs. Some people, of 
couree, are retained from season to season, 
but as special productions are coming 
more and more to be the rule, even the 
best players find that they must expect a 
shift with each autumn. Personality is 
considered as well as talent, and while a 
leading woman may be just the thing for a 
manager who is doing a society play this 
year, she will not answer for the romantic 
melodrama he means to put on next. Thus 
it comes about that from May to Septem
ber New York is thronged with player 
folk "looking for an engagement." 

The actor seeks an agent-in the busy 
season he generally has to linger long for 
an i.µtervicw, so that the waiting room 
looks something like an intelligence office 
-and has his name, his " line," and the 
salary he expects eutered on the books, 
"Line" refers to his style of parts, as 
"lead,"" juvenile,"" character," "heavy." 
" Juvenile " by no means implies a boy's 
role, but describes the part next in im
portance to the leading man's in the love 
interest. Character is anything on the 
eccentric order, in which the player's per
sonality is disguised, and is generally ac
counted easier to play than the so called 
"straight" parts. "Heavy" means the 
villain, or any unsympathetic role. On 
the female side, we have, next to the lead, 
also a heavy, an adventuress or "lady 
villain"; ingcnue, corrcspouding to ju
venile; soubrette, involving a dash of farce 
in its comedy; and gra11de dame, or old 
woman's rCile. 

The seeker after a new engagement 
usually leaves his photograph, for, as may 
be imagined, looks play an important part 
in obtaining employment on the stage. 
The notice posted conspicuously in the 
agencies, "No photographs rl'turnc•tl,'' 
suggests the huge collection of such sou
venirs that these bureaus must acquire 
as the years go by. His application filed, 
the actor leaves the rest to fate, but calls 
in at the agency almost daily in the hope 

that his baited hook may have caught a 
manager. But it is anxious waiting, espe
cially for him who is only a little way up 
the ladder of fame, for of course the lower 
rounds are more crowded than the upper 
ones. There are fifty applicants for small 
parts for every ten who are chosen. 

But on what system does the agent dis
criminate among the fifty, you ask W His 
fitness for the position is shown in select~ 
ing players. It is more to his interest to 
please the manager than the actor, al
though the latter pays the commission, 
half of his second week's salary. 1£ the 
agent does not know about the play, he 
seeks all the available information, and 
may even read the book. He also inquires 
about the players already engaged. Such 
things as height and coloring must be 
taken into account. If the leading man 
be of only medium stature, it would not 
do to offer the stage manager a long 
legged juvenile, and a particularly JJretty 
ingcnue would better be placed elsewhere 
than in the company of a woman star lack
ing in beauty. 

Tho agent, having made his selection, 
communicates with the manager once 
more, and submits portraits of the can
diJates. If his choice is approved, the 
matter of salary comes up. For a juvenile, 
the " line " most frequently represented in 
the agencies, the average is about thirty 
dollars a week, the range being from 
twenty to fifty, the season nowadays con
sisting of little more than twenty five 
weeks. 

"rnx'T IT N'ICE ON BROADWAY i" 
But even after he has "been placed" 

for the coming season, the actor is very 
likely to linger on in New York through 
the summer. There is probably no other 
one calling in the community whose mem
bers have such a deep affection for 
Gotham. Hints of this may be gleaned 
from the quantity of songs used in the 
theaters eulogizing the city's main artery. 
One of the musical comedies of last spring 
contained a number called " Too Many 
:Miles from Broadway," which set forth 
tableau representations of various scenes 
on the famous street while the principals 
were singing the words. It is on Broad
way that the player meets friends whom 
he has not seen in years, perhaps, and 
whom he may not see for years again. New 
York is " home " to him, though he may 
be abiding during his stay in the hall bed
room of a boarding house. Even when he 
has only a six days' holiday, as during 
Holy Week, when many companies " lay 
off." the actor will pay his own way froµ1 

/ 
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Boston or Cincinnati, for the sake of 
passing his brief vacation in .K l'W York. 

The privilege of spending the entire 
year in the metropolis is valued so highly 
by some players, that they rcfu,_e to accept 
lucrative eninigements that will take them 
"on the road." Of course, only those who 
have a private income, or who are so high
ly thought of that they can afford to dic
tate to managers, can enjoy this acme of 
the thcspian's aspirations. Fndoubtcdly 
the opportunity of staying all winter in 
town is a factor with De W nlf Hopper and 
Lillian Rus::;dl in causing thl•m to forego 
the honor of heading companies of their 
own and sink into the small t,Ype of Weber 
& Fields' stock. 

Pla;yers starting forth at the beginning 
of the season begin counting the weeks 
that will elapse before they will be back in 
New York again. Nat Goodwin once said 
that he would rather be a lamp post in 
New York than a millionaire in Omaha, 
the latter typifying all cities outside of the 
metropolis. As America ha;i more dra
matic companies than any other country, 
New York is in a certain sense the capital 
of the world's stageland. 

THE GIRL WHO "DOUBLED" QUEEN 
AND PRl~CE. 

Ethel :A"ornick, now an important mem
ber of the Empire stock, receiYed her start 
in rather an odd way. Born in Nevada, 
where her father was a builder of the 
machinery used in the Comstock mine;;, 
she was sent to Boston to be educated. 
There she developed a fondnP,is for decla
mation. In 1897, ~Ir. Southwick. head 
master of the Emerson School of Oratory 
and a great Shabpcrian authority at the 
Hub, arrangP<l a Shak,.;pt~re wPek for his 
pupils. Miss Hornick played many parts 
in the six days, including one that she 
had not intended to take. In "Hichard 
lll" she wa;; cast for Elizalidh, hut a 1-{irl 
who was to impersonate one of the ;roung 
princes decided at the last minute that 
she couldn't 1-{Ct up her eourage to put on 
tights, so Miss Hornick did both the queen 
and the prince. 

Augustin Daly was in Iln;;ton at the 
time. and, hearing of l\fo,,,. liornick's 
doubling, he askrd that she he sent to him. 
There had been no thought of lwr iroinir 
on the professional singe, but nn offer from 
a manager of Daly's standing was not to 
be lightly turned a:;iJc. Miss Horniek 
signed a contract. and then wrote home to 
tell what she bad done. The company 
sailed for Europe very shortly. and she 
went with it. She did not aprwar. how-

evl•r, until August i6--which happens to be 
her birthday-in the open air pcrfomrnuce 
of "As You Like It" on the sward out
side the memorial buildings at Stratford 
on Avon. She was cast for Celia, and, 
being in an early ~cene. wm; able to say a 
few lines before rain drove troupe and 
spectators indoors. Later she was made 
understudy to Ada Rchan, but she left 
the company after :Mr. Daly began to cast 
her in his musical comedies. 

If Mr. Daly knew that a member of his 
forces contemplated leaving at the end of 
the season, he was very likely to dismiss 
the intending deserter at once; and be
ginners have diflicult.v in finding parts. 
So in fear and trembling lest "the gov
ernor" should hear of hl•r plau:;, .M i"s 
Hornick set about C'alling upon other man
agers. She went fir:;t to DaniPl Frohman, 
and almost us soon as he saw her he 8ai<l: 
" I think you are the person I am looking 
for to play Trafalyar Gower in ' Tre
la wny of the Wells.' " 

Whieh was as much as to sa.v that she 
was hfred beeausc sht' "looked the part." 
.!\lnnag-crs. howevt'r, are com;tautly Joing 
just this thing, and ver;v oftPn, as in l\liss 
IIorniek's case, the.v find that they have 
made no mistake. Daniel Frohman did it 
with Ferdinand Got tschnlk as Twnn
wnyes in " The Amazons"; A . .M. Palmer 
did it with Alfr"d IJiekman for Liff[•! 
Billre in "Trilb,Y.'' Jliss IInrnick rP
mnined with the "Trelawny" company, 
and, b.v a tum of fortum·'s wheel. found 
hrrsPlf baek at Daly's the very next season. 
thi8 tinw undN the Frohman regime and 
1i>1 JI i.~.s /Jo,ld in " The Jfaneuvers of 
Jane." During the pnst winter she joined 
the Empire stnek. :111cl made a hit as Jfrs. 
Poi·!Pr, tlw disagreeable wo11ia11 in '' 111 r,;. 
Dam·'s Dd°PnRe." On one oeeasion, Mi,;s 
:Millwnrd !wing ill. she was callPd on at 
short notiee t\l pln.v her part of the widow. 

"Wear your Mrs. Porter gown," the 
stage manager suggested, as a means of 
hurrying things. 

But this Miss Hornick said she could 
not do, declaring that. in that gown she 
couldn't help but be M r,q, Porter. In the 
roncl tour of "~frs. Dane',; Defonst•" 
:Miss Hornick will regularly play the role 
orii,rinate<l here by Miss Millward. 

CONCERNING WILLIAM GILLETTE. 
William Gillette opens with "Sherloek 

Holmes" at Henry Irving's London the
ater in August. Of course he hopes to 
duplicate the triumph he achieved in Eng
land with " Srcret Rervice" in 1R97: but 
there is no banking on the thing. The fact 
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state, with his daughter's company in "In 
the Palace of the King." 

It was while he was playing old Rogers 
in "Esmeralda," at the Madison Square 
Theater, in 1882, that his daughter made 
her first appearance on the stage. She 
was a schoolgirl at the time, and it is some
what remarkable that her first part should 
have been that of leading woman, for it 
was Esmeralda herself that she <lid, re
placing Miss Hmscll, who was worn out 
with a long senson's work. :Miss Allen wad 
so successful that she was aftt>rwar<ls sent 
on tour with the play. Two years later she 
was playing lead,,; with John McCullough 
and the elder 8alvini. One finds it dif
ficult to imagine that the Dolores of " In 
the Palace of the King " was ever Desde
mona, and yet she enacted the role before 
she was out of her teens. In the spring of 
1885 she was in the cast that opened the 
Lyceum Theater with Steele Mackaye's 
"Dakolar," and later doubled Nance and 
Jess in "Hoodman Blind." After that 
she was with the Jefferson-Florence com
bination in" The Rivals" and "The Heir 
at Law." 

When Charles Frohman opened the Em
pire Theater with'' The Girl I l.Rft R('hind 
:Me," in January, 1893, Sydney Armstrong 
was his leading woman. "Miss Allen 
had been playing for him in " Shenan
doah," and in the second ><eason of his new 
theater ~he was installed tlwre as £rst lady 
in the company, making lwr appPar
ance as Rosam1111d in S:vdney Grundy's 
"Sowing the \Vind,'' the famous "sex 
against sex" play, in whieh she scorP•I a 
brilliant hit. She was almost as well liked 
for Dulcie in "The :Masqueraders." In 
18H6 came the role for which she hersc.U 
conceived a g-reat fondnef's, but for which 
the public did not care-Audrie Lisden in 
the Henry Arthur Jones' failure, "Mi
chael and His LoAt Angel." Miss Allen's 
Inst chiiraeters nt the Empire were Re1u;e 
in "Under the Ht>d Holw" and J'ron-ne 
de Grandpre in "The Conquerors," with 
which l11tter ><he lrnd hut little sympathy. 
In the autumn of 1 ~i!!8 she hPgnn her enrePr 
as a star in "The Christian,'' and although 

·the critics by no mean,; considered her 
Glory Qua.11le n shining mark, she herself 
has always been partial to it. 

THE STORY OF MRS. FISKE. 

Another American actrei'ls born on the 
stage, as it were, is Mrs. Fiske-Minnie 
Maddern, as she was. Her father, Tom 
Davies, from whom she inherits her flame 
hued hair, was a manager, and her mother, 
Lizzie Maddern, an actress, who had bPl'n 

£rst cornet in the strolling band into 
which Minnie's grandfather organized his 
seven children, all of whom were musical. 
Minnie's first appearance on the stage took 
place when she was three years old, and 

. was a decided surprise to everybody who 
witnessed it. 

Her mother was connected with a stock 
company in New Orleans at the time, and 
the bill for the night happened to be a 
spectacle, something like the "Black 
Crook." The child liad been put to sleep 
at the hotel in the rare of a nurse. But 
the " mammy," counting on the continued 
slumbers of her charge, went off to enjoy 
herself in her own way. When Minnie 
awoke, she found herself alone in the 
room. Horribly afraid. and with one idea, 
to find her mother, the tot of three put on 
a few of her clothes, and made her way 
bareheaded into the streets, which she had 
never SC'C'n at night before. 

A pas,;er by carried the child to the the
ater where she said her mother was. She 
was lwld up before the box office window 
to be ident ifif'd, and as no one claimed her 
a bo;-1· earriP<l her" back stagl'," where she 
wn" placed on a ehair from which she 
could look out on a region bright with 
liJd1ts, gay with flowers, and filled with 
fairies, for she had arrived just in time for 
the transformation gcene. At that instant 
she recognized a fairy coming up out of a 
watPr lily as her mother. 

"I was very much pleased with mam
ma's appearance." says Mrs. Fiske, in de
scribing the incidPnt. "Y(1U seP, I was a 
veritable child of the stage. I had no dis
npprO\·al of tight!<, even whPn they were 
on my motlwr. BC"fore any one saw what 
I was going to do, I ran right out on tlrn 
stnge up to her, and began explaining my 
nurse's trea<'hery. I am told that I was 
received with applause, and that my first 
appearance, even though it was im
promptu, was a suecesR." 

After that the child fairly lived at the 
theater, and although she never again 
trespa;.><ed on the boards unbidden, she had 
not passP<I another birthday before ><he en
acted one of the little prinet'S in" Richard 
III." Rhe also did u highland fling in 11 

little Rcotch dress between the tragedy 
and faree that wPnt to make up the eve
ning's hill in those days. Later she was 
sent to a convPnt school for a while, but 
<'XCPpt for that interva 1, and for four years 
following her marriage, shP has alwa;ni 
lived in the atmo~phC'l'P ·of tlw playhom•c. 
Among- tlw l'hild parts she did were W ilfie 
Lee in Laura Kef'ne's production Qt Bou
l'icault'R "Hunted Down.'' Eva in" Uncle 
Tom's Cabin," and both Heinrich and 
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Minna in" Rip Van Winkle." At four
teen, she was in comic opera; at :fifteen, 
she had the leading part in a melodrama. 

When she was grown up, the first play 
with which her name became associated 
was "Caprice." Later she appeared in 
"Featherbrain" and "In Spite of All." 
Then she married Harrison Grey Fiske, 
editor and proprietor of the Dramatic 
Mirror, which has been the recognized or
gan of the theatrical profession in Ameri
ca since its start in 1879. It was in a play 
written for her by her husband that she 
returned to the stage, some half dozen 
years ago. " Hester Crewe," however, 
made no very marked impression, and it 
was not until the spring of 1896, when she 
filled an engagement at the Garden The
ater, that her real power became apparent. 
The medium was an adaptation of Dau
det's " Queen of Liars," made by Mr. 
}'iske, and called" Marie Deloche." It was 
felt, then, that with the proper vehicle 
here was an American actress who would 
lift herself into the front rank. A year 
later, on March 2, 1897, when she eame 
forward in " Tess of the d'U rbervilles " 
at the Fifth Avenue Theater, the crit
ics and the public were practically 
unanimous in regarding the night as a 
notable one. Hardy's famous novel 
had been put into play form by Lori
mer Stoddard, son of R. H. Stoddard, the 
veteran critic and poet, and the Alec d'Ur
berville was that sterling artist, Charles 
Coghlan. Mrs. Fiske's portrayal of Tess 
was acclaimed as one of rare discernment, 
and as a refreshing breaking away from 
stage traditions. As one of the reviewers 
said in a second notice of the episode 
where Tess murders Alec: "Throughout 
the entire scene there isn't a scream, a 
wriggle, a stride, hardly a shade's differ
ence in the pitch of her voice." 

Mrs. Fiske played " Tess " for a year 
with great success. When she appeared in 
New York the following spring, she pre
sented for her novelties "Love Finds the 
Way," in which she enacted a crippled 
girl who is suddenly restored to perfect 
health by a shock, and a curtain raiser 
called "A Bit of Old Chelsea." Her next 
hills leaned towards revivals, including 
Sardou's " Divor~ons," wherein she scored 
as (Jyprienne, and " Frou Frou," which 
was adjudged unsuited to her tempera
ment. The most distinct impression was 
made as an Italian woman in a powerful 
one act tragedy called "Little Italy "-a 
gem of its kind. 

In th~ autumn of this same year, 1899, 
she produced "Becky Sharp," a drama
tization of Thackeray's novel by J,angdon 

Mitchell, son of Dr. Weir Mitchell, of 
Philadelphia. Although as a play this was 
distinctly inferior to " Tess," Mrs. Fiske's 
Becky was a superb realization of the prin
cipal character of " Vanity Fair," and the 
piece served her for two seasons. It also 
gave Maurice Barrymore an opportunity 
to do the beat work of his career as Ra• 
don Crawley. 

Beginning with the present autumn, 
Mrs. Fiske promises to be an important, 
not to say disturbing, factor in metro
politan theatricals. Her husband pro
poses to demonstrate, at the Manhattan. 
how a playhouse should be run on non 
commercial principles; or, at least, this is 
the natural inference from his repeated 
denunciations of syndicate methods. The 
other houses outside the fold of the trust 
are the Broadway, managed by Jacob Litt; 
W allack's, Oscar Hammerstein's Republic 
and Victoria, and the Sire Brothers' 
Casino, Bijou, and New York. Of the 
remaining prominent theaters, the Em· 
pire, the Criterion, the Garrick, the Gar
den, the Madison Square, and the Savoy 
are managed by Charles Frohman; Daly's 
and the Lyceum by his brother Daniel, and 
the Knickerbocker by Al Hayman & Co. 
the " company" being Charles Frohman. 

Since the Fifth Avenue was converted 
into a continuous show resort, Mrs. Fiske 
has not played in New York. Should she 
make a hit in a theater of her own, it is 
not beyond the bounds of probability that 
the Dramatic Mirror will start a booking 
agency of its own, in opposition to that 
controlled by the trust. Henrietta Cros
man, now very strong on account of the 
reputation she won in "Mistress Nell," 
could be counted on as an adherent, and if 
the Liebler shows would come into the 
ring, the country might see a very pretty 
fight between what would be nothing more 
nor less than two trusts, although one of 
them might pretend to be struggling for 
independence. 

But all this is counting unhatch!'d 
chickens. Mrs. Fiske has yet to " make 
good" in her new environment. And she 
is starting off with a piece which she must 
carry entirely on her own reputation. It 
is the dramatization of a novel without 
any wide reputation, " Miranda of the 
Balcony," by A. E.W. Mason. The scenes 
are laid in England, Spain, and Mol'OCC<I· 
Mrs. Fiske holds in reserve a historical 
costume play, also another by the author 
of "Madame Butterfly." She deserves 
success, and it is the hope of all interested 
in the welfare of the American drama 
that hPr new venture will not suffer ship· 
wreck. 
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